Innocence is beauty,
The beauty in bounty.
Let propitious breeze gently blow,
The smooth still in tightened veins flow,
Transfuse amused stem to curious mind,
Reacts and reflects on, in beauty bound.
The titillation move longer chill,
Tickle unendurable as on grill,
Innocence is beauty,
The beauty in bounty.
On violin cadence slow pitch,
Delight the human brain in rich,
Reverberated in cosmos,
Relinquish to acoustic woes,
Yearning for the lasting tender tune,
Monotony and distress blown,
Innocence is beauty,
The beauty in bounty.
Sweet olfactory in the nasal,
First instance graces sensitive soul,
Repetition may be fetid,
Incoherent the tender fold.
Arrays gluttony's elegance,
Degrade the bliss of performance.